LOCUSTS  AND  WILD  HONEY

odor any strawberry of my acquaintance. And it
scarcely less agreeable to the taste. It is a ver;/
beautiful berry to look upon, round, light pink, with
a delicate, fine-grained expression. Some berries
shine, the Downer glows as if there were a red bloom
upon it. Its core is firm and white, its skin thix':
and easily bruised, which makes it a poor market
berry, but, with its high flavor and productiveness,
an admirable one for home use. It seems to be as
easily grown as the Wilson, while it is much more
pala-table. The great trouble with the Wilson, as
everybody knows, is its rank acidity. When it
first comes, it is difficult to eat it without making
faces. It is crabbed and acrimonious. Like some
persons, the Wilson will not ripen and sweeten till
its old age. Its largest and finest crop, if allowed
to remain on the vines, will soften and fail unregen-
erated, or with all its sins upon it. But wait till
toward the end of the season, after the plant gets
over its hurry and takes time to ripen its fruit. The
berry will then face the sun for days, and, if the
weather is not too wet, instead of softening will
turn dark and grow rich. Out of its crabbedness
and spitefulness come the finest, choicest flavors.
It is an astonishing berry. It lays hold of the taste
in a way that the aristocratic berries, like the Jo-
cunda or the Triumph, cannot approximate to. Its
quality is as penetrating as that of ants and wasps,
but sweet. It is, indeed, a wild bee turned into a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